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* ON 
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Happy the youth who finds a bride 

In ſprighily days of health and eaſe / 
Whoſe temper, io his own allied, 

No knowledge ſeeks but how to pleaſe. 


A thouſand feoeets their days attend / 
A thouſand comforts riſe around 
Here buſband, parent, wife and friend, 

In ev'ry deareſt ſenſe is found, 


To which are added, | 
THE TOMBS. 


A TRANSLATION FROM THE FRENGH, 


AND 


TRUE ENJOYMENT. 
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OWN to the vale of life I tend, 


Where hoary age creeps ſlowly on : 
And with the burd'ning thought 1 bend, 
That youth and all its juys are gone! 


II. 
Succeſſive years have roll'd away 
In fancied views of future bliſs ; 
But—'twere the phantoms of a day f 
And all tat ſuture dies in this, 7 


III. 
Now, with a retroſpective eye, 
I look ſar back to early liſe, 
When Hymen promis'd to ſupply | 
My kigheſt wiſhes in — 4 wife. 
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| IV. 
| waited, hop'd, and truſted ill 
That time would bring th' expected day; 
But never, happ'ly, to my will, 
Did fortune throw it in my way. 


'. 

Too nice, too wiſe, too proud was I, 
To wed as taught by nature's rule ; 
The world was ſtill to chufe for me 

And i—rthe condeſcending fool. 


VI. 
Hence are my days a barren round, 
Of triſling hopes, and idle fears : 
For liſe, true life, is only found 
ju ſocial joys, and ſocial tears. 


VII. 
Let moping monks, and rambling rakes, 
The joys of wedded love deride: 
Their manners riſe from groſs miſtakes, 
Uabridled luſt, or gloomy pride. 


VIII. 
Thy ſacred ſweets, connubial love, 
Flow from affections more refia'd; 


Affections facred to the dove, 
Heroic, conſtant, warm, and kind. 


IX. 
Hail, holy flame ! hail, ſacred tye! 
That binds two gentle ſouls in one !— 
On equal wings their troubles fly, 
la equal ſtreams their pleaſures run, 
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X. 
Their duties ſtill their pleaſyres bring ; 
Hence, joys in ſwift ſucceſſion come: 
A queen is ſhe, and he's a king, 
And their dominion is—their home, 


XI. y 
Happy the youth who finds a bride 
In ſprightly days of health and caſe; 
Whoſe temper, to his own allied. 
No knowledge ſeeks but how to pleaſe. 


XII. 
A thouſand ſweets their days attend! 
A thouſand comforts riſe around ! 
Here huſband, parent, wife, and friend, 
la ev'ry deareſt ſenſe is found, 


XIII. 
Vet think not, man, midſt ſcenes ſo gay. 
That elouds and ſtorms will never riſe; 
A cloud may dim the brighteſt day, 
And ſtorms diſturb the calmeſt ſkies. 


XIV. | 
But ſtilſ their bliſs ſhall ſtand its ground; 
Nor ſhall their comforts hence remove: 
Bitters are oft ſalubrious found, 
And lovers quarrels heighten love. 


XV. 
The lights, and ſhades, and goods, and ills, 
Thus fively blended in their fate, 
To ſwect ſubmiſſion bow their wills, 
Aud make them happy in their ſtate, 
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THE TOMBS, 


A TRANSLATION FROM THE FRENCH. 


J. 
Tur other day unbeedſul wand'ring, 
To a ſolitude I ſtray'd, 
Where the lucid ſtream meand'ring, 
Curling, with ſweet zephyr play'd : 


I, 
Cool'd by the wave, the gentle breezes 
With refreſhing ſoftneſs blow; 
And all around the proſpet pleaſes, 
Hills, and woods, and meadows glow. 


III. . 
Onward I ſtray'd the ſcene enjoying, 
When to a ruin'd pile 1 came, 
Which, the rude tooth of time deſtroying, 
Scarce deſerv'd an Abbey's name, 


IV. | 
Where once had ſhone the ſpiry towers 
In the golden eye of day, 
Now the lone ſcreech-owl nightly ſcowers— 
Undiſtingniſh'd mortals lay 
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Wa 
Save thoſe whoſe monumental glory 
Role the ruin'd arch above; 


Who, with an epitaph or ſtory 
'Gainſt annihilation ſtrove. 


FA VI. 
The conqueror's firſt, rever'd in battle, 
Monarch of a vaſt domain ; | 
His high delight the cannon's rattle, 
Or the blood-imbrued plain. 


VI. 
Round the tomb were ſpears and lances, 
Tales of thirty battles won, 
Whilſt by the ſculptor's living fancies 
Kings and princes are undone, 


VIII. 
Beneath a cypreſs branch luxurious 
Was of marble white a tomb; 
Its ornaments attract the curious, 
Who from diſtant cities come. 


IX. 
There were the roſe and lily twining, 


Flowrets bloom, and lambkins breathe; 


The lute, the lyre, t he trumpet ſhining, 
Hung around with laurel wreath; 


. 
Who then can ſuch a tomb inherit ? 


Who but the Poet, king of lays, 
He was; and round the porld his merit 


Swept with inexpreſſive praiſe, 
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XI. 
Near this, with nought of decoration, 
Save an humble net ent win'd, 
Appear'd a tomb of lowly ſtation 
Here the Fiſherman reclin'd. 


XII. 
Ah me!“ ſaid I,“ this wretched neighbour, 
« Knew of nought but care and ſtrife ; 
„ Endleſs his hardſhips, toils and labour, 
« His, I ween, was not a life,” 


XII, 
And why,” replied a paſſing ſtranger, 
Call it not a life, I pray ? 
Say, does the field of death and danger 
Give a nubler form of clay ? 


\ 


my XIV. _ 

Each oftheſe men in life's ſhort minute 
* Sought his Gaal end of bliſs; 

„The world's expanſe and all within it 
« Teach the moraliſt but this: 


XV. 
" The end attain'd by Fiſher, Poet, 
„Hero, all the ſons of men, 
« Differs but in the means which ſhew it, 
* Whether the Net, the Sword, or Pen.“ 


TRUE ENJOYMENT. 


I, 

SINCE liſe's on the wing, and the ſwift momen 
flies, 

To live whilſt he lives, is the part of the wiſe: 

The preſeat enjoyment is all that is mine, 

And future expeCtance fate bids me reſign ; 

Then let reaſon define e'er the hour paſſes by, 


What it js to exif, what it is to enjoy. 


II. 
Not importunate mirth, not the Bacchanal's ſong 
Not the diſſonant clamours of vanity's throng; 
Not the frivolous topics that worldlings amuſe, 
Not the tale of detraction, the banquet—the news 
Theſe reaſon rejects, leſt the hour ſhould paſs by 
When we ought to , when we ought to enjoy. 


III. 
In the verdant retreats of ſair ſcience to ſtray, 
And to fip at the Muſc's clear ſpring in the way, 
To frequent the abodes that Philoſophy loves, 
This Wildom delights in; this Reaſon approves, 
Thus ſtiH be it mine, as old Time paſſes by, 
To live whilſt I may—aand ſuch bliſs to ce. 


